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in London is now in Knightsbridge, in the Beautiful
Venetian glass shop of which Angelo Cucchiara is
the manager. Often do I go in and talk to him of our
past happy days and glories.
It was during this same year 1915 that Re jane
organised the wonderful Allied Woman's Matinee
for the Red Cross, at the Haymarket Theatre. The
leading actresses of all the allied countries were to
take part. Eleonora Duse was to represent Italy.
Four days before the matinee took place, a wire from
Duse and her doctor informed Rejane that it was
quite impossible for her to come from Italy as she
was laid up with bronchitis. I had had the privilege
of knowing Rejane for some time, and she was very
fond of me and had great faith in me.
te Stella/' she said, " I am going to give you your
chance. You shall take Duse's place. Learn
d'Annunzio's poem on Victory and come and
rehearse it for me on the Haymarket stage at eleven
on the morning of our matinee."
I arrived punctually, the stage was littered with
benches and flower-pots and plants which the stage
hands were putting in their proper places for the
afternoon. Rejane went up to the dress circle;
I stood in the middle of the stage and recited my
Italian poem.
" Translate it into French now, verse by verse, so
that I understand every word/' said Rejane when I
had finished. I did so. The poem is the one out of
d'Annunzio's Laudi, describing the man walking
alone on a dusty road, then hearing suddenly the
noise of horses and chariots galloping behind him,
coming nearer and nearer to him, passing him, and
dashing towards the glorious sun of Victory. Reja&e